DR  BELOV
That was the house. ... But it was just the same as it
had always been! Ah, yes, he remembered, he had been
told that plywood camouflage was used so that the ruins
should not be so painfully visible, and the streets should
have something of their normal appearance. The house
had been painted on plywood, it looked quite real. But
actually, it wasn't there. ...
He couldn't go inside.
He went out into the middle of the street in order to
get a better view of the sham house; suddenly a faint,
dizzy feeling overcame him, and when he came to him-
self he was sitting on a trunk in the porter's lodge. The
porter, a woman, was standing over him, saying:
"Sofia Leontyevna ought to have been able to see him,
what a fine young man he's grown. God give him long
life."
The porter seemed to know him, but he could not
remember her at all, and said so.
"But I'm Washday's sister, don't you remember?"
He remembered Washday, but he could not remember
ever having seen this woman, her sister. She continued
talking, but at first he could not take in what she was
saying. Suddenly it began to dawn upon him and he rose,
but his knees buckled under him.
Igor had been there a month previously, he had sat
here in the porter's lodge and asked Washday's sister
all about how his mother and sister had died. He had
shed no tears, and told her nothing about himself, only
asked question after question. He had asked where his
father was, but she had no address. He had written a
note and left it there in case his father should come; he
had left notes with all the friends he had come across, he
said.
"Where's the note?" asked the doctor.
Her sister had put it away, the woman said, but she
was at work, she was on the night shift and she should
soon be home. And finally she did come, not soon, it
seemed a hundred years before she came, very old, but
still working. And her daughter Lida was working too,
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